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nothing; they did not fear it. By virtue of the infinite
triviality of the individual's death they had joined to slay
Caesar. They were taking from Caesar nothing worth having,
and they were doing their duty to the State. If they were
afraid to die, they would be mean-hearted murderers; but
they had no fear, and righteously they slew.

But would they ever have the chance to slay? Time passed,
told in the thick pulsations of the blood. Time was hammer-
ing like a fugitive at a dark door. Let me in. Let me out.
It made no difference- Caesar must die. Lonely were they
all, lost wayfarers looking for a window with a light in it*
They would be lonelier yet, for death must come. To realise
the brotherly compact of action: in that was the only solace
and release.

Brutus and Cassius stood calm and resigned. They loved
one another as they looked into each other's eyes, regardless
of the heavy pulsations of time, the noisy groups of senators,
the dagger that pained against the ribs,

YET time throbbed. Time was a clot of blood in the heart,
a clot that could not pass the arteries. It was slowing down
the pulse, swelling the heart with unendurable pangs. The
heart would break*

Trebonius fingered his dagger. It was either Caesar or
himself. At the first suspicion that the plot had been dis-
covered, he would stab himself. He had fought loyally for
Caesar while he thought that Caesar's enemies were taking
an unfair constitutional advantage, but from the moment
that Caesar had made it clear he clung to the power he had
gained, Trebonius had known that murder was necessary.
There was no need to think about it*

He knew what his old mother would say: **Are you
standing there alive, Gaius, with no country to call your
own. A free man has only a free country* You are an exile,
Gaius. An exile should die, or fight his way back home.
If a slave is obstreperous, I beat him. A despot is the greatest
slave of all, and the most obstreperous. Give me a staff and
1 will go teach this Caesar his place.**

A man could not be shamed before his women-folk, and the
destiny of Rome was freedom. But Trebonms felt his face